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dine and pass the day at Sion Hill; and, as I am twenty
years older than anybody of my age, I am forced to rest
myself between my parties. I feel this particularly at this
moment, as the allied houses of Lucan and Althorp have
just been breakfasting here, and I am sufficiently fatigued.

I have not been at Oatlands for years; for consider I
cannot walk, much less climb a precipice; and the Duke of
Newcastle has none of the magnificence of petty princes in
a romance or in Germany, of furnishing calashes to those
who visit his domains. He is not undetermined about
selling the place; but besides that nobody is determined to
buy it, he must have Lord Lincoln's consent.

I saw an other proud prince yesterday, your cousin Seymour2
from Paris, and his daughter. She was so dishevelled, that
she looked like a pattern doll that had been tumbled at the
Custom House.

I am mighty glad that war is gone to sleep like a paroli
at faro, and that the rain has cried itself to death; unless
the first would dispose of all the highwaymen, footpads, and
housebreakers, or the latter drown them, for nobody here-
abouts dare stir after dusk, nor be secure at home. "When
you have any interval of your little campaigns, I shall hope
to see you and Lady Aylesbury here.

2346.   To SIB HOKAOE MANN

Strawberry Hill, Aug. 20, 1782.

I DID think it long since I heard from you; but your
letter of July 30th explains your silence, on your ignorance
to whom you was to address yourself on the late changes.
In fact, no new Secretaries of State were appointed for some
time, none therefore could write to you; nor could I tell
you who was your new principal, till you had one. Events

2 Hexaey Seymour, of Sherborne, Dorset.   He lived near Paris.elf: they are only meant to show you that so far
